FATHERS Attt> CHILDREN
, . . a graduate . . , Arkasha . . .' were the
ideas that continually came round again and
again in his head ; he tried to think of some-
thing else, and again the same thoughts returned
He remembered his dead wife. - . . ' She did
not live to see it!' he murmured sadly. A
plump, dark-blue pigeon flew into the road, and
hurriedly went to drink in a puddle near the
well Nikolai Petrovitch began looking at it,
but his ear had already caught the sound of
approaching wheels.
'It sounds as if they're coming sir/ an-
nounced the servant, popping in from the gate-
way.
Nikolai Petrovitch jumped up, and bent his
eyes on the road A carriage appeared with
three posting-horses harnessed abreast; in the
carriage he caught a glimpse of the blue band
of a student's cap, the familiar outline of a dear
face.
* Arkasha! Arkasha!* cried Kirsanov, and
he ran waving his hands. ... A few instants
later, his lips were pressed to the beardless,
dusty, sunburnt cheek of the youthful graduate..